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He is not perverted to vice;
But as a child, he is perchance
A trifle perverse.
I shall try to deter him
And have him corrected
By dramatic gestures,
Though I do not intend ill.
For I am his maker,
His pater and his master.
How brave a heart I bear
To beg my son be back!
I laud him now
111 laud him more
If he comes with me.
The father in me longs for
Simple compliance.
My son, what weans you
Away from us?
What distance hides you
From our glance?
Valli, I know thy distress.
The way, you are riddled
With this son of ours.
We have no rein laid on his will.
He is in error sore perhaps.
Come what may!
Ill retrieve him and take him.
Kine or swine,
The Earth is rent
Tf son does disobey his father
After initiation.
To open a mine
Earth must be rent,
Tapped vengefully, if need be.
Aye, there is the rub.
When one is angry
Things go awry.
I am yet to conquer wrath, pearl,
